242            AFTER     THESE     MANY     QUESTS
German self-propelled gun, apparently unaware that it had been left far behind, suddenly opened fire on us. Fortunately its marksmanship was bad. On the outskirts of the same city, with Maurice Watts, of Kemsley Newspapers, I climbed a hill in the track of an American patrol. We lost sight of the khaki uniforms flitting among the trees, all firing had died away. No traffic noises disturbed the sylvan quiet and the river Isere flowed in its course below. It became a country walk for us, though we were not too sure where we were going.
Suddenly, in a little clearing, we came across a ghastly waxwork. A German soldier was sprawling on his back. He had been hit full in the belly by a missile of some sort. All his intestines were exposed and spilling out. It was a sickening sight. Watts wanted to go on with our reconnaissance, but I, supposed to be the more experienced campaigner, opposed him. As we struggled downhill again I reconstructed the scene. I did not know what weapon had caused that terrible wound, but there were burnt patches on the grass all round showing that this lonely soldier had stuck to his ground. Was it a memorial to man's courage and sense of duty? Or to the fear of some brutal N.C.O. which made him choose what seemed the lesser of two evils? We did not know, but, as far as I was concerned, my own sense of self-preservation was, for the moment, uppermost.
Extracts from my Southern France despatches show a blend of exaltation and despair. "A superman with a magic carpet is needed to cover this bewildering, variegated scene. . . . Trying to follow the track of war is like being on a paper chase where the hares are economising with scent." Almost everybody had a story of some sort, but we were never quite sure whom to trust. Guides rushed forward eagerly, usually reminding me of those well-meaning pedestrians who give unauthorised signals to motorists.
Much of the time I had as conducting officer Captain Mike Davis, of the London Irish, who was easily the most picturesque and the handsomest of his mixed community. His dark green caubeen with its blue hackle attracted universal admiration and increased the raptures of the local population. Added to this, he had jet-black hair, darkat was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
